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"KEYHOLE CHARLIE" MEETS HIS WATERLOO 

by Joseph Millard 

THE ADVENTURES OF PENNY GRAVES, AMERICAN WAC 



ONE AFTER another the 
sounds of the camp died 
and the night closed in. Now 
it was pitch dark, but a thin 
edge of silver along the Shan 
Hills marked the coming of 
the full moon. In the Allied 
advance post, men settled 
down for a night of exhausted 
sleep. 

In the tiny blacked-tout 
shack that was both office and 
bedroom. WAC Corporal 
Penny Graves, only girl in 
camp, lay 'down her sheaf of 
reports and sighed with relief. 
Her working day was over. 
Now she could relax and do 
the thing she had looked for- 
ward to all day. It was excit- 
ing, this be.ing assistant to 
Major Conrad in an advance 
post on the heels of the Japs 
being driven out of India, but 
more exciting was the arrival 
of mail from home and a 
strange. flatpackageaddressed 
to Penny Graves. It was from 
the old gang back home and 
she had waited all day for a 
momcntof spare time in which 
to open it. 

Now she tore the wrappings 
with trembling fingers and 
drew out r phonograph record. 
She saw instantly that it was 
a home recording, made by 
one of her old school chums. 
In a flash Penny had opened 
her portable record player and 
was listening excitedly to the 
recorded greetings from ell her 
friends. 

— "Hi, Penny! Hello, soldier! 
Stick s hatpin in Hirohito's 
eye for me, Pen!" One after 
another the familiar voices 



came softly from the loud- 
speaker until Penny's throat 
filled with emotion. Then, al- 
together, they spoke in chorus, 
wishing her luck and a safe 
and speedy return. 

The record was just finish- 
ing when the tumult started 
outside. 

First came a challenging 
shout, then the slamming 
thunder of a rifle at rapid fire. 
Feet pound eclpast Penny's 
shanty More shot's, then the 
noisy itamor of an awakfned 
carnp piling nut. Penny raced 
outside. A sentry^Bfcjiaking 
to MajorTConradrfJjBBr ■ 

''Keyj^^SCiia^e^' the 
sentry said L^wsrfdfy. "He 
was playing" PSepiafeTom at 
your window this time. Cor- 
poral Graves. I got in one clip 
of shots at him but I guess 

Penny Graves returned to 
her shack in a thoughtful 
mood. Everybody knew who 
Keyhole Charley was. He was 
a Jap who had somehow sur- 
vived the terrific allied drive 
and been cut-off from his flee- 
ing comrades. By day the Jap 
hid somewhere in the trackless 
jungle and by night he crept 
down to slip around, the camp. 
He had been seen and shot at 
innumerable times but he 
always fled like a ghost, un- 
harmed. The men had nick- 
named him Keyhole Charley 
because of his prying and 
peeping but there was nothing 
indifferent in their attitude 
toward the unseen Jap. 



Night after night Keyhole 
Charley spoiled their sleep 
He was as illusive as a night 
bird, a trained jungle fighter 
who moved like a cat. Nothing 
seemed to scare him off for 
long and he apparently bore a 
charmed life. 

"It's odd." Penny mused 
aloud. "He usually sneaks 
around the Headquarters win- 
dows, trying to overhear plans. 
Why should he have listened 
at my window tonight?" 

Suddenly her eyes fell on 
the record player with its 
black disc still whirling as she 
had left it. Realization hit her 
like a thunderbolt. 

"My record." she gasped. 
"Keyhole Charley heard all 
those voices and thought it 
was a staff meeting discussing 
secret plans." 

She stood rigid, thinking of 
what the Jap's silent forays 
meant to the camp. He was 
one man against an army, yet 
his nuisance cost was tre- 
mendous. Night after night 
men lost precious sleep over 
him. Though apparently he 
had no gun. he did have a 
knife and two sentries were in 
the hospital from his silent at - 
tacks. Worst of all there was 
always the chance that 
Charley might overhear actual 
information of real importance 
and somehow get it through 
to his own lines. 

Adding it all up brought 
only one possible answer. The 
sooner someone removed Key- 
hole Charley from circulation, 
the better. And here, in Penny 
Graves' hands, lay the bait 
for a trap that might nab the 
Jap. 

But her idea sounded *o 
fantastic that if she went to 
the Major he might laugh it 
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off and order her to bed. Traps 
had been set for Charley be- 
fore, to no avail. And one of 
Penny Graves' mottoes was— 
if you want a thing done right, 
do it yourself. 

"All right," she said aloud, 
"I will." 

K*IFTEEN MINUTES later, 
Penny was crouched in the 
ink-pool blackness of tropical 
shrubbery behind her blacked-' 
out shanty. In the distance, 
the rising moon silvered the 
Shan Hills of Burma. From 
the blacker bulk of the shack 
came the soft murmur of 
many voices, rising and fall- 
ing as the automatic record 
player repeated the messages 
of her old school mates over 
and over. Out here it was im 
possible to make out the words 
but the general sound was 
similar to that of a low-voiced 
discussion. In the thick, hot 
silence of th< jungle night, the 
murmur would carry far. If it 
would only" carry to the ears 
of the lurking Jap - . • 

Penny crouched, hardly dar- 
ing to breathe. In her lap lay 
a short, thick club, her only 
weapon. In hertwohandswerf 
the ends of two long cords 
leading off into the darkness. 
They were the jaws of the trap 
she was hoping to close on the 
deadly and elusive Keyhole 
Charley. 

Even the sounds of the 
jungle teemed hushed, as if 
waiting for the impending 
drama to unfold. Prnny could 
feel the cold perspiration 
trickling down her spine. For 
the first time she began to 
doubt the wisdonvof her own 
decision. How nice it would be 
to lie cozily in hed and let the 
armed sentries keep her vigil 
for her. 

Then she set her jaw and 
stiffened her resolution. This 
was more than just a man's 
war. She was in it, too. and 
she would do her part. But, 
she though! wistfully. I hope 
1 don't just sit here all night 
with nothing happening. 

Somewhere in the darkness 
a hush rustled softly Penny 



stiffened, every nerve turned 
to ice. It might be a prowling 
animal or night bird. It might 
be a sentry stirring restlessly 
in his foxhole. Or it might 
be... 

A dead leaf rattled, no more 
than a whisper of sound in the 
stillness— but the sound was 
less than a dozen feet from the 
place where Penny crouched. 
She held her breath. 

Keyhole Charley was sud- 
denly there. He came out of 
the night like a black ghost, 
a thin, hunched, furtive figure 
sliding out of the shadows, 
creeping stealthily toward the 
window and the sound of 
voices within. Against the dis- 
tant moonglow. it was easy to 
spot the round, cropped head, 
the bare torso of the Jap. But 
he was a dozen feet from 
Penny, every sense alert. If 
she tried to attack, he would 
be gone before she could reach 
him. It was time to close the 
trap. 

Penny set her teeth and 
tugged at the string in her 
right hand. There was a crash- 
ing thud and what looked like 
a figure in uniform came 
tumbling around a corner of 
the shack. 

The Jap made a mewing 
cry of alarm and whirled away 
from the shapeless figure. 
Penny hauled frantically on 
the left-hand string and a 
second figure burst around the 
corner from that side. 

Keyhole Charley braked 
sharply, saw that shadows 
moved toward him from two 
sides and took the only open 
route of possible escape. This 
was straight toward the bushes 
where Penny Graves, having 
dropped her strings, stood 
tensely, gripping her club. 

The Jap came crashing 
through the bushes straight 
toward her. Penny set herself 
and swung the club like a 
baseball hat. 

There was a choked squawk, 
a loud thwock as the club met 
the Japs skull and then a thud 
as the Jap went down. But. 
hard as Penny had swung, the 
Jap was not out. Like a 



wounded animal he was claw- 
ing the ground, tearing nails 
and elbows into the rich turf 
in a frantic effort to squirm, 
away from his attacker. 

Penny said: "No you don't, 
you slant-eyed Peeping Tom," 
and leaped. 

A pair of GI shoes with 
high, hard heels whizzed 
through the air and came 
down solidly, squarely be- 
tween the jap's shoulder 
blades. The Jap's breath 
whooshed out and he went 
limp. Penny sat on him and 
began to yell for aid. 

There was quite a commo- 
tion for a while, with the whole 
camp out and armed, gaping 
at Penny and her captive until 
guards had collared him. At 
first Keyhole Charley, who 
spoke excellent English, 
showed a tendency to be 
arrogant. 

"White pigs," he spat at the 
soldiers around him. "I am 
glad to die for Honorable Em- 
peror. But you pigs will die a 
thousand deaths when the Son 
of Heaven is ready to strike. 
Japan is invincible." 

"Nuts!" drawled one of the 
Yanks and flashed his light on 
Penny Graves. "You guys are 
so lousy even our girls can 
catch you." 

The Jap saw his captor for 
the first time and all the pride 
went out of him. He snarled 
sullenly: "I was tricked. She 
had men to help her. Two of 
them attacked me first." 

Penny chuckled, fumbled at 
her feet and brought up the 
two strings. She pulled them 
and two shapeless figures slid 
out of the darkness to her side. 
They were her own spare uni- 
forms, each draped on a 
branch to look like human 
figures in the darkness. 

"I set one up each side of 
the shack," Penny explained, 
"to scare Charley, here, into 
running past my hideout." 

The soldiers roared with 
laughter, drowning Keyhole 
Charley's furious, hopeless, 
baffled cursing as he was led 
sway tn the stockade. 
The End 
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LAMS! HERE'S THE MOST SENSATIONAL 
MEN! 3lNl OFFER EVER MADE I 
YOU GET^^z^o^/|98 




$2.00 Value Genuine Alligator Bra 
LEATHER BILLFOLD and has Cm 

Her* without a doubt it the greata* Billfold and P*sa Case 
Bargain that li being- offered u day Tl i aenuinf Allifcatoi 
Gratn Leather Billfold ii a masterpiece of Billfold design 
and workmanship. There's a place for everything. To* 
P*»» Case, with lis 4 celluloid protected pocket.-, ha* ample 
room for cards, passes, lodge and a!! identification carda. 
The Wallet hat a generous i-urrency compartment in the 
bach and window* lor snapshot* and identification cards. 

$1.50 Value Genuine Alligator 6 rail 
Matching Leather Cigarette Cm 

Tr.e handsome Ci|»rnt* Cut 1* a fitting companion piece 
(o the Billfold dawribed above. It'* made from the sam* 
renuine Alligator Grain Leather and i* made to hold a 
full package of TWENTY CIGARETTES. Each Cigarette 
Ca»e i> reinforced with a hidden nietai reinforcement that 
holds the cite in shape and prevent! youi cigarettes from 
nil . bendm* or breaking. The rase ht« r.eatly into your Vfit 
■- pocket or breast pocket without bulging. 

50< Value Famous CIGAR LIGHTER 

Cigarette Lighter* have been plenty scarce Virtually 
none have been manufactured for several years now and 
We fee! fortunate in offering; you the f anious-|irewar typ», 
»ll metal F L A M E .\1 A 9 1 K K IfelltW in a beautiful matched 
two-tone finish. Measuring only L"* inche- in length, thia 
"fool-proof lighter work, unfailingly Just a few drops 
unfaitin >?U1 ' lieht *'' 11 ''*" dy l " ufU " 1 o( earafraf, 

TOD SET »4!! WORTH OF QUALITY MERCHANDISE 
FOR THE yMAZIM LOW PRICE OF ONLY $49S 

'Men everywhere ask us how we can make thla JL 

sensational 3 in 1 offer for such a loy price! ^ m 
Tremendous buying power is the ansaajr. More than 
1,000, 00D satisfied customers have bought and ere using 
our Billfold.. Don't be nalalad by the low price! We 
guarantee this to be S4.00 value or we want you to return 
the Billfold, nrwme Cuse mid Cigarette Lighter and gel 
your money back in full. You are to be the sule judge. If 
this founds to you like a fair, honeiit-lo-goodiiese, roan to 
tnan offer— and we're aura you'll agree it iloes— then All 
out th* coupon below and rush It tu ua. We'll ship your 
Alligator Grain Leather Billfold, the matching 

i C»«v. and the FLAMEMASTEH Lighter, all fgr 
a a few cents COD Charge*. 




USEFtL BEAUTIFUL 61FT TNAT WILL 
THE KMT OF THAT BOY IN SERVICE! 

Aik mmj tervice man what gifts are moat 
appreciated and you'll find that a Billfold, 
Cig^rettt Case and a Lighter are high on 
the hat of moat wanted and moat useful 
article*. ImajjiBB how pleased any boy would 
b# to recatW all three at one time in a 
matching s*: such us thia. A gift to laat 
for years and one he'll ramember alwaya. 
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J ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE JtAflT^ D* 



I city a zone. 
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